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parts of New Guinea we offered large rewards to
anyone who would show us a nest, the eggs and
nidification still remain as much unknown as when
Pater Leylyn wrote his "Cosmography" and spoke
of the bird Monicodiata, which having no feet is in
continual motion: "and (it is said) that there is a
hole in the back of the cock, in which the hen doth
lay her eggs, and hatch her young ones. I bid no
man to believe these relations/' he writes; "for my
part, I say with Horace,
"Qiiodctinque ostendis mihi sic incrediilus odi"
We devoted the day to collecting and the evening
to skinning, according to the usual routine, and at
night our praus, illuminated by dammar torches, pre-
senting a busy scene until a late hour. The tall
trees of the jungle caught the light here and there
and stood out in strong relief against the inky
darkness of the forest beyond. Our Malay hunters,
squatting on the ground, held the heads of the birds
they were skinning between their toes like monkeys,
and worked away steadily, hardly uttering a word,
while the woolly-haired Papuans sat watching them,
smoking their palm-leaf cigarettes and jabbering
noisily. Now and again the weird cry of some night-
bird silenced them for a while. The whole scene was
romantic enough, or would have been had not cer-
tain realities of existence prevented it. The night
was suffocatingly hot, and we did not need to be
reminded that we were within a mile or two of the
equator. The mosquitos descended upon us in
swarms, effectually banishing sleep, and, to crown
our discomfort, our legs were covered with quan-
tities of ticks of almost microscopic minuteness,
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